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there’s nothing worse than being by yourself when the doorbell rings.



who the fuck could it possibly be at this hour?









then it sets in. the paranoia. it’s like a shrieking eel about to feed.






maybe there’s a bigger picture? what if someone’s here for me?






what if every bump in the night or creak is just their

distraction?






what if he

thinks it

was me?






I'VE sEEN

hIM BEfoRE,

wHEn I FelT THaT

profound  sENSE of EnNui  and the RUSH

OF cold Alr behiND

MY ears






he’s the survi vor

he’s the only one who

made it off? then why doesh e

walk so slowly?






what hA PE NN ED

To the OthERS?






then you come down. it’s circuitous paths of inane garbage. you're better than this. your brain
hates to be bored, so it makes narratives of shadows and thumps.

there’s no one at the door.

you're alone.






and the black vomit begins to form at the corners of your mouth.






